CHAPTER VII

A MIRACLE

MARIOTA, Lady of Rusco, stood in the deep
embrasure of her window.

It was a calm night of stars; there was not a
breath of wind ; not a leaf stirring ; not even
the hoot of an owl to break the stillness.

Beside her Ludovick was leaning against the
wall. He looked at her, not at the sky,

The light of the many candles within the
room, the brightness of the stars outside, the
tranquillity of the night, and his new and vivid
hope of health combined to cast over him a
spell of peace and delight.

His wife appeared to him more beautiful
than ever; and he thought he detected in her
some signs of tenderness for himself.

The dormant possibility of a great love
seemed to have wakened in Mariota. She
was less languorous, less careless, more
gracious, more responsive than erstwhile.

Yet as she looked out at the sky, he
wondered how much place he had in her
thoughts.

Suddenly she seemed far away from him*
But he assured himself that her innocent young
soul was soaring into regions where his more